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to his house, made all his sons fetch and carry for
Mahmoud Churchward, and asked again and again that
I should not forget to have a look at his houses in Cape
Town to see whether they were reliable investments.
Finally, we embraced for the last time on this earth.
About a year afterwards pilgrims reported that he had
died without ever seeing the city below Table Mountain
again.

Mahomed Salie came to say the Shereefah demanded
to meet me. So I entered the little wicket gate and
went up the gallery, the geography of which I now
knew. The lady sat in her boudoir surrounded by
" slave girls and coffee clips. She got up and approached
me saying, " Good-bye, Embarek/'

"Good-bye, Shereefah/' I remarked, very formally.
Then I gasped. The staid widow of the learned Zain
Wallie let fall her Yasmak (veil) and planted a smacking
kiss upon my bald forehead. I could not suppress iny
chuckle, but she was a motherly sort of person and I
think treated me like a big schoolboy. In Arabic the
lady "asked that I should excuse any deficiencies in her
catering.

I replied: "Everything was perfect."

At this she became very pleased, and her good-
natured face spread into a tremendous grin. When,
after my return to Cape Town, I told the story of the
Shereefah's kiss, to my friends and to my wife, the latter
said: "That is just what she would do/1

Mrs. Churchward knew her from the time she heiself
the Koran in Mecca.   People there remem-